Tabernacle and Purgatory 


JANUARY, 1913 




















Jtappy Child!... Ffappy Jfother!... 























Tabernacle and Purgatory 








A periodical devoted to the honor of the most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Issued eight times a year. Subscription 50 cents. 








Vol. 8 January, 1913 No. 6 








A Mighty Battle. 





ROM the very beginning, mankind was divided into two 

great armies, into the army of the children of God and that 

of the children of the world. What glorious victories were 
won by the children of God, when all were united, when they 
were animated with the spirit of sacrifice and penetrated with 
love for God. The children of God were, in fact, invincible, be- 
cause God fought for them. But when discord arose among 
them, when they had lost the relish for sacrifice, when their faith 
had become weakened and their love for God cold, what terrible 
wounds did not the children of the world then inflict upon them. 
As it was formerly, so it is even now. We need but consider 
the condition of France and Portugal at the present day. 

But what weapons are employed by the children of the world 
nowadays to conquer the children of God? Principally the wea- 
pon of a bad press, a press thoroughly imbued with a worldly 
spirit—the great daily newspapers, worldly periodicals, socialistic 
pamphlets that are flooding the country by the millions, and by 
their contents are representing, propagating, and extolling the 
cause of Satan, the father of lies. How shall this terrible evil 
be opposed? Weeping and lamenting are useless in this case. 

Listen what our gloriously reigning Pontiff, Pius X. has to 
say in this regard: 
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“‘Neither the faithful nor the clergy make use of the press 
as they should.. Sometimes people say that the press is an in- 
novation, and that souls used to be saved without it in former 
times. They do not bear in mind that in former times the poison 
of the bad press was not spread everywhere, and that, therefore, 
the antidote was not so necessary. In vain will you build 
churches, give missions, found schools—all your works will be 
destroyed, all your efforts fruitless, if you are not able to wield 
the defensive and offensive weapon of a loyal Catholic press.’’ 

These are the explicit words of the Vicar of Christ. The 
truth of the Catholic press must, therefore, oppose the falsehood 
and poison of the secular press. And how can this bedone? By 
means of Catholic newspapers and Catholic periodicals. 

The work of spreading the Catholic newspaper is especially 
in the hands of men. In these dangerous times, when the evil 
of infidelity and socialism threatens destruction to the land, Cath- 
olic men are required, men faithful to their convictions, animated 
with zeal and armed for battle. The great need is, Apostles of 
the good press. 

For the propagation of instructive and edifying periodicals 
there is required, likewise, and above all, the assistance of the 
valiant, Catholic mother, strong in faith, and the good, Christian 
daughter. They must fight a decisive, although unbloody battle, 
for the restoration of Christ’s kingdom in the family. With the . 
aid of pious and instructive magazines, the Christian young 
woman and the mother must fight with holy enthusiasm for the 
cause of Christ, for the propagation of the Eucharistic kingdom, 
for the triumph of the Church. Not men only, no, these noble 
women, too, will by this means be able to record glorious vic- 
tories and obtain everlasting fame. 

Step forward, then, ye noble women. Gather assistant forces 
about you, flock around the banner of Christ. Be apostles of the 
good press, spread instructive and edifying periodicals for the 
salvation of hundreds of thousands, yea, of millions of souls. 

For the apostolate of the good press, it is not sufficient to 
have apostolic writers, an apostolic staff of workers; no, it is 
absolutely necessary to have apostolic subscribers and apostolic 
solicitors to spread the good literature. 

The mission of our periodical, ‘“Tabernacle and Purgatory,” 
is to lead the faithful to their Savior in the Blessed Sacrament, 
that they may renew themselves in Christ and permit themselves 
to be filled with Christ. In order that this may be effectually 
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accomplished, the periodical must be circulated more. Until now 
‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’’ has been too little known. What 
precious fruits would have been the result, had it been more ex- 
tensively circulated. Dear reader, shall there not be a change 
for the year 1913? Oh, yes, make the firm resolution, ‘‘This 
year, I will work for the circulation of ‘Tabernacle and Purga- 
tory,’ I will try to obtain many new subscribers.”’ 

During the past year, some of our solicitors, but, alas, their 
number was small, have secured ten, twenty, or more new sub- 
scribers. Dear readers, one and all, be enthusiastic, be apostles 
of the good press; do not say, “‘It does not depend on me, one 
more or less, I will leave it to the rest.’’ No, do not think, do 
not act thus. From you in particular we should like to get new 
subscriptions. If you do what lies in your power, success will 
crown your efforts. 

In conclusion, we wish you, esteemed readers, friends and 
benefactors, a happy and blessed Christmas. We envy St. Joseph 
who could take the Divine Infant into his arms in the grotto of 
Bethlehem; the pious shepherds, who could behold the face of 
the sweet Child. But are we not almost equally as privileged in 
being permitted to receive the Divine Child into our hearts, in 
seeing It beneath the Eucharistic veil, in receiving so often His 
blessing? We can labor for Him and promote His honor; we 
can circulate the periodical that is dedicated to the Eucharistic 
Savior, and thereby obtain more lovers for the Holy Eucharist. 

If we have but faith and love, to us also will that peace be 
imparted of which the angels sang in the silence of midnight: 
“Glory be to God in the highest, and peace on earth to men of 
good will !’’ 

We herewith add a few of the many letters we have of late 
received to show how highly our publication is appreciated. 

FAIRCHILD, WIS. Tabernacle and Purgatory is really a grand 
book and I think it must increase love for our Lord in the Holy 
Eucharist and for Holy Communion. I wish it would be read in every 
family. : 

MINNEAPOLIS. The November number is just lovely. My brother 


a young man who stays with us, thinks there is nothing equal to it, so 
interesting and inspiring to a high and holy life. 


PETALUMA, CAL. I receive your booklet regularly and you may be sure 
that it is a welcome visitor to our home. Every number I find interesting and in- 
structive and would not be without it. 


DES MOINES. I would not part with your beautiful publication 
for one thousand dollars. 
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WASH. While I am writing for the books, I want to add 
a few lines of appreciation for Tabernacle and Purgatory. Tome 
it is as a school, for with each issue I learn more of our holy 
religion and thoughts fix themselves in the mind, to come up 
during the day, when the hours are less pressing with the grind 
of business. 

BARDSTOWN, KY. Tabernacle and Purgatory is to me a dear little 
booklet and has in the past been to me a source of many sweet conso- 
lations. Oh, what a pity, that all who are weighed down with sorrows 
and afilictions cannot find peace and comliort perusing its pages. I hope 
and pray that its circulation may increase. Not only may it find entrance 
into the mansions of the rich, but likewise into the hovels of the poor, 
for it certainly is well calculated to be both instructive and conducive 
to arouse pious feeling and desires in the mind of all who may read it. 


CLEVELAND. I take great pleasure in sending a new sub- 
scription and the renewing of others. We are all delighted with 
Tabernacle and Purgatory. Itisagem. Whoever reads it can 
not help but love their religion. There are so many beautiful 
truths we would never think of until we read them in your 
booklet. I will never be without it. 


MILLADORE, WIS. We all certainly like your beautiful book very 
much and can hardly wait till the next copy comes. It is a great blessing 
sent from heaven and a great helper to every one. We can not praise it 
enough. May God Almighty reward you for the great deed you are doing. 


PITTSBURG. I would be very sorry to miss but one of your mag- 
azines. We love it indeed as we have learned more about our faith 
and things we should know than we learned in all our school days. 


LIST OF PREMIUMS. 


For the months of January and February we will send the 
following premiums for new subscriptions paid in advance: 

For 2 new subscriptions, a highly blessed cocoa rosary. 

For 4 new subscriptions, a prayer-book, “Gems of Prayer,” 
in morocco binding, gilt edges. 

For 5 new subscriptions, a gold-chained rosary, five years 
guarantee. 

For 6 new subscriptions, a prayer-book, “Golden Links,” 
Persian calf, gilt edges. 

For 10 new subscriptions, an amethyst, jet or garnet rosary 
with gold chain and cross; ten years guarantee. 

The rosaries which we present as premiums, are highly blessed 
and enriched with the following indulgences : 


The Bridgetine indulgence: 100 days for every Our Father and every Hail 
Mary; for five decades 5,500 days. 

The Crosier indulgence: 500 days for every Our Father and every Hail 
Mary; for five decades 27,000 days. 

The Rosary indulgence: 100 days for every Our Father and every Hail 
Mary; five decades 5,500 days. 
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For devoutly pronouncing the holy name of Jesus in each Hail Mary: 5 
years and 5 quarantines. 

For praying one-third part of the psalter (five decades): 2,025 days. 

For devoutly carrying the rosary: 100 years and 100 quarantines. 

In order to gain all these indulgences, a person must be en- 
rolled in the rosary-confraternity, meditate on the mysteries, once 
a week pray the whole psalter, and use a rosary enriched with all 
these indulgences. Aside from the above mentioned partial in- 
dulgences, a person can gain more than sixty plenary indulgences 
in the course of the year. 

Any one wishing to become a member of the Arch-confra- 
ternity of the Holy Rosary may send us their name, as our Rev. 
Chaplain has the faculty to enroll members. When sending in 
names to be enrolled, give full, baptismal name, as, for instance, 
Mathias Reilly, not M. Reilly. 


> 


What Must We Do to Attain to an Intimate Union 
with Christ in Holy Communion? 





nN Holy Communion so much depends on the soul uniting itself 

most intimately with Christ, and through this union becoming 
transformed into Him. But since the efficacy of the sacra- 
ment increases according as man cooperates, it is certainly 
most desirable to do our part, in order that the union with Christ 
and the changing of ourselves into Christ in Holy Communion may 
be accomplished in us. 

To become most closely united with our Lord in Holy Commun- 
ion, we must, first of all, close our exterior senses, turn all the powers 
of our soul inward where we bear our dear Savior, and as much as 
possible be removed from all the world. For, as a magnet attracts 
everything near it that is capable of attraction, so Christ when dwell- 
ing in our heart, must attract all our thoughts and affections, all our 
faculties and powers. For the heart and all that belongs to it, is 
made for Him and belongs to Him. Our Lord Himself asserted: 
“And I, if I be lifted up will draw all things to Myself” (John xii. 
32). You should, then, during the moments in which your Savior 
dwells within you, be absent to the world and all about you, and oc- 
cupy yourself in your inmost heart solely with Him, and live for Him 
alone, Who should be for you more than all the world, before Whom 
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all the world vanishes as a drop of water in the sea. St. Magdalen 
de Pazzi impressed these sentiments indelibly on her novices, when 
one day kneeling in their midst, her hands folded, she exclaimed with 
glowing devotion: ‘““If we but rightly understood the fact that as long 
as the sacred species remain in us, the Divine Word (Jesus) operates 
in us in the same manner as in the bosom of the Father, and that, as 
the Word is in the Father, and the Holy Ghost inseparably in both, 
so we, too, at Holy Communion bear within us the entire Blessed 
Trinity.” 

Moreover, this most Holy Sacrament is, as it were, the leaven 
of the soul, penetrating it and changing it into its own substance. 
You know, that the dough must be covered if the leaven is to have 
the proper effect. Thus must you entirely withdraw your soul, seclude 
and cover it, as it were, if you wish to experience the effect of this 
divine leaven. In a word, you must enter with your Lord into the 
chamber of your heart, and thereupon diligently lock it, that you may 
be with Him undisturbed, speak to Him alone, and give your whole 
attention to Him. Whosoever fails to do this, leaves our Lord alone 
in his heart. Such a one, will never rightly know, feel and taste 
Jesus, howsoever near He may be to his heart. To such, the Lord 
might equally as well say as once to the apostles, “So long a time 
have I been with you, and have you not known Me?” (John xiv. 9.) 
““So often I come to you and am [ still a stranger to you?” 


This Retreat Possible to All. 


This retreat into the innermost of our heart in Holy Communion 
is possible to all, even to children, if they but follow the inspirations 
of grace given in this most Holy Sacrament; for here our Lord Him- 
self draws us. Whosoever allows himself to be attracted by Him, 
will be drawn away from the world and submerged into Him. This 
was experienced by Agnes Steiner of Traisten, who died recently in 
the odor of sanctity at the Franciscan convent of Necera. While she 
was still a child, and had hardly heard mention of such things, she 
felt so much attraction to our dear Lord at her first Holy Commun- 
ion, that she knelt immovable for several hours, with eyes and ears 
closed, and her senses dead to everything around her. 

After you have turned inward to your Savior in your heart, en- 
deavor to unite yourself with Him as closely as possible. You must, 
therefore, draw your dear Lord into your soul, so to speak, and 
impress Him therein, until it is all penetrated and filled with Him, 
and again and again absorb and submerge your soul into the depths 
of the graces and virtues of His adorable Heart. ‘“‘He in thee and 
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thou in Him, He wholly thine and thou wholly His” — this is Holy 
Communion. His own words are, “He that eateth My flesh and 
drinketh My blood abideth in Me and I in him.” 

But you may ask, ““What shall I do to unite myself so intimately 
with Christ in Holy Communion? How can I accomplish this ?’’ 
The answer is contained in what St. Theresa once said to her spiritual 
daughters, ““Strive to leave your souls (after Holy Communion) with 
the Lord for He is your Master and will certainly teach you although 
you do not understand it.” Or who has instructed your body to unite 
itself so closely with the food it has taken, and to change it into flesh 
and blood? Nobody taught it, God has arranged it, to produce this 
effect. 

In a similar manner, will a devout, Christian soul, a pure heart, 
find the way and means to unite itself with this heavenly Food. The 
impulse of grace which in this Divine Sacrament tends thereto, directs 
the soul of its own accord to the right way. One may, therefore, rest 
assured that a really devout soul, although she may never have heard 
of the intimate union to which one should aspire with Christ in Holy 
Communion, will nevertheless attain to it without further instruction 
in this regard. 

It is Effeeted through Love and Ardent Desire for Christ. 

But if you wish to know more definitely how to attain to this 
close union, I reply that it is effected especially through love and 
ardent longing for Christ. Through love, the soul is absorbed in 
Christ, and, as it were, dissolved with Him; and through her desires 
she draws our Lord with his graces, His sanctity, His spirit, into her- 
self in such a manner, that He becomes, so to say, the soul of her 
soul, the heart of her heart, the life of her life. 

The essential requisites to attain this are, purity and humility of 
heart. For by means of these, our Saviour is attracted especially; it 
is these virtues that induce Him lovingly to embrace the soul and 
unite Himself with her. How this is effected, is told us by St. Ger- 
trude, who relates that, on the feast of the Purification, she felt dis- 
tinctly after Holy Communion, how her soul melted like wax in 
consequence of the divine fire she bore within her, remarking further, 
“I knew that these sentiments came from the Heart of Jesus, Who 
tenderly pressed close to me and impressed Himself upon me like a 
seal.” 

Through intimate union with Christ, is effected the spiritual 
transformation of the soul into the Lord’s image of virtues. When 
receiving this Divine Sacrament, you should desire and endeavor, 
therefore, with ardent longing, to become sanctified and transformed 
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into a better person, through Jesus Christ, with Whom you are inti- 
mately united. You should strive to become animated with His spirit, 
His meekness and humility, His obedience and patience, and all the 
other virtues of His Sacred Heart, in a word, to be penetrated with 
His whole being. You should endeavor with all the powers of your 
soul to realize in yourself the words of the Apostle, “‘I live, now not 
I, but Christ liveth in me.” 

But, the new man who should bear within him the image of 
Christ, cannot arise in you, until the old man attached to sinful Adam 
has been abandoned, you must, therefore, be especially intent to sac- 
rifice to the Lord, your inclinations, your will, your self-love, your 
whole self. The more you cease to belong to yourself, to live for 
yourself, the more you cease to take complacency in self, the more 
will Christ begin to live and reign in you, to become impressed on 
your personality. Our Divine Lord made this known to St. Coletta 
through a peculiar incident which occurred as often as she failed to 
submit her will entirely to His divine will. As often as she received 
Holy Communion in this disposition, she was not able to swallow the 
sacred host, until she had completely given up her own will. Our 
Lord did not permit her to receive the Blessed Sacrament until she 
had removed from herself everything that could be an obstacle to the 
intimate union with Him and could prevent her being totally trans- 
formed into Himself. 

However, as we still continue to bring to Holy Communion a 
great portion of the old man, and oppose a hardened heart to God’s 
grace which aims at so holy a transformation, it happens, alas, that 
even after many Holy Communions we still retain much of the old 
leaven of sin and of our corrupt nature. We must, therefore, at every 
Holy Communion permit this divine leaven to permeate us anew, and 
imitate the woman in the Gospel, who mixed the leaven with meal 
and kept it warm until it was all penetrated therein. 

In this connection it is especially recommended that after Holy 
Communion, a quarter of an hour, if possible, be devoted to the 
warmth of devotion, in order that the divine leaven can thoroughly 
penetrate the heart. For this transformation requires both warmth 


and time. 
Sm 


Notice :—It often happens that some of our readers send in their sub- 
scription, but forget to give their name and address. In such cases it is 
absolutely impossible to credit the payment to the party or to make inquiries 
regarding same. We earnestly beg our readers, therefore, always to enclose 
their full address when writing. If you have changed your address since 
receiving our booklet, do not fail to give both your OLD and NEW address. 
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A First Holy Communion Purchased 
at Great Sacrifices. 





(A real occurrence from the sixties of the previous century.) 


PART I. 


HEY stepped out of their straw-thatched hut: an old man with 
gray hair and beard, a slender maiden of fifteen and a lad 
of ten. The man looked up at the sky. Although it was 
only the beginning of September, the weather was cold and 

foggy. “‘Rain-clouds,” said Papa Boleslaw, as he turned the sheep-skin 
he wore about his shoulders over, so as to have the wooly part on the 
inside. ‘““Did you pack some bread and cheese?” he asked of his 
daughter, who stood beside him with a little bundle ready for the 
journey. ““Yes, father,” replied Michaela, “‘and a bottle of prune- 
wine too.” 

The little boy smacked his lips and the father nodded approvingly. 
Then making the sign of the cross, he took his knotted stick under 
his arm, saying, ‘““In God’s name! Be brave, it’s a long way and the 
rain is already in the air.” 

“That doesn’t matter,” said little Jaros good-naturedly. 

“‘Doesn’t matter!” replied Boleslaw frowning. ‘“Gregory is at 
Czernowitz with the oxen, and if the rain continues for some days, 
ih” 

“‘What then?” asked the boy wonderingly. ; 

“Don’t you know ?” said his father in the same displeased tone 
as before. 

““He never yet was told, dear father,” rejoined Michaela appeas- 
ingly, and turning towards her brother, she continued, “You know, 
Jaros, if the oxen get soaking wet, they will no longer stand still in 
the market-place. Then, all of a sudden, one begins to bellow fright- 
fully and tears himself loose; the others do the same, and all together 
they start on a run towards the nearest woods to find shelter beneath 
the trees.” 

“Oh,” said Jaros laughing, “I understand that, I don’t like to 
get a soaking either!” 

“‘And,” continued Michaela, “‘it’s very hard to catch them again.” 

“Poor Gregory!” said the child compassionately, caressing 
Michaela’s hand; “‘pray, dear sister, that the oxen do not run away 
from him.” 

“It’s beginning to rain already!” remarked Boleslaw, looking 
significantly at his daughter, as though to repeat the little fellow’s 
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petition. Meanwhile the sky was overcast. Impenetrable gray masses 
of clouds were lowering down to the valley, and it began to drizzle. 
Theold man’s face bore a gloomy expression. He understood too 
well this kind of sky, these fine water-strands that never stop, and he 
thought of his eldest son. 

“‘Do-not be uneasy, dear father,” said Michaela encouragingly, 
and tenderly pressing close to him. ‘“God still has much sunshine in 
store foi us. The feast of the Blessed Virgin’s nativity is near at hand, 
and He will surely think of us a little, that is, of you and this child, 
because on His account we are making this long journey.” 


Is It Too:Much to Purehase Holy Communion with Hunger 
and Exposure to Bad Weather? 


‘“The Paschal Lamb must be eaten with bitter herbs,” said 
Boleslaw, shaking his head as he wenton. Sadly, with an expression 
of great solemnity, he continued, ““My children, if poor worms of the 
earth are permitted to receive the Son of God under the appearance 
of bread; is it then too much if they must purchase this privilege with 
exposure to bad weather, weariness and hunger ?” 

“Truly, not!” replied Michaela, whose dark eyes grew brilliant 
as she looked up at her father. Never did she admire him more, 
than when the deep religious sentiments broke forth from his other- 
wise backward nature, as was now the case. 

They walked on ata rapid pace. Lowering clouds hung over 
them until noon, when they reached a lonely farm-house. The farmer 
received them with a hearty welcome, while his wife served fresh milk 
and corn-cakes. Here Boleslaw was accustomed to stop three times 
a year, whenever he went to T.. to perform his devotions. They 
were Ruthenians like he, but belonged to the Greek Orthodox Church. 
Despite their difference in faith, however, they respected the man who 
undertook a three days’ journey to receive the sacraments. 

““God bless your devotions!” they said with a friendly hand-shake 
as the pilgrims took their departure. And the housewife added ina 
whisper, ‘Remember us in the house of God!” 

As soon as they set foot outside, Jaros exclaimed, ‘“‘See, papa, 
our Lord let the rain step again !” 

The old, man clasped his hands and bowed his head thoughtfully. 
“Tt was a real country-rain,” he remarked, and with a shy glance at 
the girl added, “‘Her mother — God grant her eternal rest — always 
said, ‘If the child knocks at the gate of heaven merely with her little 
finger, the twelve apostles hasten to grant her petition.’” 

The clouds began to scatter when they reached the forests along 
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the Czornahora mountains. “Is this the forest-sea of which Gregory 
told me so much ?” asked Jaros. 

““Ves, little one,” replied Michaela, tenderly throwing her arms 
around his neck. Then stooping down to him she whispered, “But 
now my little brother must remain silent as much as possible, for here 
in the forest father likes to pray so well.” 

Boleslaw had taken off his large, lamb-skin cap, and pulling out 
his rosary, walked along a few steps ahead of the children. The 
further they penetrated into the immeasurable forest, the greater the 
stillness that reigned. ‘There was nota sound from any being. Only 
at long intervals might be heard the song of a blackbird or the 
screeching of an eagle high up in the air. 

The firs, beeches and wild cherry-trees were still bedewed with 
drops of rain, which began to glisten as the sun slowly broke through 
the clouds. The moss-covered ground deadened the sound of their 
footsteps, and the stillness became almost tomb-like. Involuntarily 
silence took possession of each one. Jaros’ eyes were wide open: it 
was the first time he had ever undertaken the journey to the church 
with his father. His chest expanded to inhale the aromatic fragrance 
of the moist foliage of the pines. Even had he not been cautioned by 
his sister, he would not have spoken. The enchantment of the great 
Carpathian forest encompassed him like a dream of bliss. 

It was delightful to sail through this green sea, so sweet and at 
the same time so dreadful; for Gregory had told him of the robbers 
that concealed themselves in the mountain-gorges, but assured him 
also, that they were intent only on rich booty. Their chiefs permitted 
them to plunder the castles of knights and to rob merchants, but not 
to lay hands on a poor peasant or wanderer. Then he thought about 
his father being with him, and Michaela, his visible guardian angel. 
A day and longer they would be passing through this soundless forest- 
sea, and after that would come heaven, at least heaven on earth. He 
thought of everything that his father had taught him, and what 
Michaela with sparkling eyes and flushed countenance had told him 
about the sweet table of our Lord to which he was to be admitted for 
the first time. Gregory, too, stood before his mind, with that expres- 
sion of quiet earnestness so peculiar to him whenever he returned from 
a trip to the church, brother Gregory, otherwise so lively and jolly. 

With the deep feeling of the Slavonian and the higher intellect 
imparted by innocence, Jaros had comprehended everything, and re- 
joiced and exulted as he was meeting his God, Who had invited him 
to His banquet, and taken away from him the fever, which five 
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months ago had frustrated his fondest hopes of receiving Holy Com- 
munion on Easter Sunday. 

The sun was nearing the western horizon when Boleslaw inter- 
rupted the silence. ““You must be tired, but the Oleksa-grotto is not 
far distant.” Then stooping down and looking sharply at the ground 
he said, “‘A bear’s track!.... that’s bad!” And turning to the chil- 
_ dren he added, “Wait here till [ return.” The branches rustled and 
Boleslaw disappeared in the thicket. 

Jaros looked at his sister in great fright. ‘““Don’t be afraid,” she 
said to him soothingly; ‘‘a bear can now still find enough to eat in 
the forest, and if a person does not molest him, he will not harm 
anyone. I heard from hunters whom we occasionally meet in the 
woods, that a woman once chased away a big bear who came up to 
her when she was picking raspberries. She gave him a blow on his 
nose with her basket, and the big gray beast trotted off.”” Before Jaros 
could ask anything further, the branches rustled again, and their 
father had returned. 

“Thanks be to God, the tracks branch off into an opposite 
direction,” he said, “we can rest quietly in the grotto.” He led the 
children across the woods, to a small, rugged declivity. ‘Hold fast 
to me,” he commanded, “and go very slowly!” 

After a short turn the grotto was reached. Boleslaw pushed aside 
the raspberry shrubbery that overhung the entrance, and stepped into 
the cave which was so low that he had to stoop. The interior 
widened into a roomy space having a sort of rear chamber, and ad- 
joining a long, dark passage. The man drew a tallow-candle from 
his leather pouch, struck fire, and fastened the light to a hook in the 
cave. He then carefully examined the grotto, and bade his children 
enter. Michaela set her basket on the ground, and began to unpack 
the provisions they had brought along, which consisted principally 
of corn-bread, pork and cheese. Meanwhile Boleslaw had filled a 
jug with water from a spring near by, and after a short prayer the 
frugal meal began. 

Jaros, to whom everything was new today, looked about in the 
cave astonished, and did not weary asking questions; but his sister 
replied in broken words only. Her dark, soul-stirring eyes never 
moved from her father, who, during this simple repast in the silent 
depths of the forest, stroked again and again her dark, shining hair. 
So tenderly his eyes had rested on her only once: on the day of her 
mother’s death. A silent fear passed through her soul, the dread 
foreboding which at times comes upon us, suddenly, unannounced, 
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apparently without any cause, and holds us in its fetters. ““My God,” 
thought Michaela, “‘shall father also be taken from us ?” 


“She Was on Her Way to Me.’’ 


It was now totally dark. The flickering light of the tallow-candle 
caused the shadows made by the projections in the rock and the long 
iron hooks fastened in different places in the cave, to flicker in gro- 
tesque forms. Just then, Jaros began to speak again of the robbers. 
“If this is the grotto of the great Oleksa, the robbers will surely come 
here, perhaps even tonight.” 

“Be quiet, child, the Oleksa-grotto has long ceased to be a secret 
and the robbers are too shrewd to look for it.” 

“But I hear steps way down in that passage,” continued Jaros. 

“‘Nonsense! this passage has been closed up with earth and 
stones.” 

For a moment Boleslaw had given his attention to his son; now 
his gray, deeply overshadowed eyes were again turned to his daughter, 
from whose face all color had gradually vanished. Anxiously, with 
almost motherly solicitude, the old man placed his sheep-skin about 
her shoulders: ““You are cold, my daughter.” How strange her 
father seemed! How could he speak of it being cold in this dry, warm 
cave! 

“Papa,” began the little fellow again, “‘if the robbers kill us, I 
cannot go to my first Holy Communion, neither will you receive the 
body of the Lord.” 

This was too much for Michaela. With a quick movement she 
shook off the dread feeling that had seized her and said, ““You will 
celebrate your first Holy Communion, little brother, you surely will.” 

“‘But I don’t want to go alone, I want papa and you there, too.” 

Michaela laughed, but her laugh did not ring as clear as usual. 
‘Tam not a bit afraid of the robbers and I am only a girl. If one 
should kill me, our Lord will receive me mercifully and say, “She was 
on her way to me.’” 

“Children, go to sleep now!” commanded Boleslaw, quickly 
putting an end to the conversation. Immediately both children knelt 
down and slowly the deep voice of their father began the customary 
night prayer. When they were finished, he placed his trembling right 
hand upon Michaela’s white forehead. Again she met his gaze with 
a feeling of fear. ‘“As though he means to part for always,” she 
thought, and quickly drew her little brother’s head beneath the father’s 
hand to receive his blessing. 

In less than fifteen minutes the tired pilgrims were sound asleep: 
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Jaros resting against the old man’s shoulder, Michaela opposite them 
leaning on her basket. Herlong braids hung across her bosom down to 
her knees. Her dark eyelashes rested motionless on her cheeks which 
again had become gently flushed. She was the picture of peace in 
her first, dreamless sleep. Towards one o’clock she awoke, and 
quickly bending forward, listened for the breathing of her dear ones. 
Having clearly distinguished the light breathing of the boy and the 
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deep breathing of her father, she leaned back again contented. Out- 
side the wind was singing a dirge in the fir-trees, while the occasional 
shrieking of an owl was heard, like a gloomy cry of warning. 

A sudden noise outside the cave startled the girl. She listened. 
The moon shone brightly, and softly she stepped out. A dark, huge 
shadow fell across her path. Michaela opened her lips to scream, but 
terror stifled her voice. Raised upon his hind legs, a gigantic, gray 
bear stood before her, so near, that she could feel his hot breath. 
Anxiety, however, for her father and brother now made the girl bold. 
She remembered the story the hunters had told of the brave woman 
who had chased away a bear by a blow with her basket. Could she 
not do the same? Michaela raised her arm, and with her youthful, 
vigorous fist struck a blow on the beast’s snout (See P. 176). A 
short, hoarse sound, and the next moment the fore-paws of the bear 
had seized her throat and squeezed it together so tight, that she sank to 
the ground without a sound. To finish his work, the monster stepped 
with his full weight upon her chest, and the bones cracked and broke. 
Then raising his head, and snuffing up for the scent in the air, he 
lolled away cautiously, looking around occasionally at his victim. 

Slowly the hours of the night passed on; Boleslaw and Jaros were 
still sleeping. A beautiful September morning dawned, and spun its 
golden threads across the light fog and scattered tinsel upon the blue 
gentians in the forest. The wind whispering low, passed softly by 
the grotto, so softly as though fearing to disturb the slumberers within. 

At length Boleslaw awoke. The refreshing sleep and the joy 
brought on by the new day, had dispelled his gloomy feelings. His 
first glance fell on the spot where Michaela had rested. When he saw 
it vacant, he thought, “The good child has remembered the place 
where the spring is and has gone to fetch fresh water.” But the jug 
stood in the corner and Michaela did not return. Fear, more violent 
than on the previous day, seized him again. Something terrible must 
have happened. He arose and passed his fingers through his long, 
gray hair. He stooped over at the entrance, and carefully, like a 
person pushing aside the curtains of a death-bed, with a throbbing 
heart, divided the twigs of the raspberry bush, and stood before the 
pale body of the child. With a glance he saw all: the pallor of death 
upon the beautiful, youthful face, the red blood on her variagated gar- 
ment, the torn sleeves and neck-band, and finally the tracks of a bear 
plainly visible in the damp clay. Fora moment his heart ceased beat- 
ing like that of his child, and over his gray head came that horror 
which makes one’s hair stand on end. Then sobbing aloud, he sank 
on the ground beside her. 
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“Soul of my soul, life of my life! Why did not your father stand 
on guard all night to protect your young life ? — Now you have been 
the guardian of my old days.” And with passionate grief he kissed 
the small, benumbed hands, the white forehead, now cold as marble. 
He would have been ready to beat his own against the rock, but the 
flame of faith and love burned too brightly in his heart. ‘‘She has gone 
to God,” he murmured; ‘“‘she was on her way to Him.” 


A Beautiful Dream. 


“Father! Michaela!” cried the frightened Jaros within the cave. 

The old man arose groaning; he had still another child, who 
should not become aware of the terrible occurrence without preparation. 

‘Why are you screaming like that, my child ?” he said in a broken 
voice, when he found the boy in the rear of the grotto. 

“‘You were gone, papa, and my sister, too, and I wanted to tell 
you both what I dreamed. It was so nice, papa. Michaela stood in 
a beautiful garden and her dress was white, so different from other 
times — it reached to her feet, and her hair was not in braids, it was 
hanging loose. In her hand she carried a green twig, but not from 
any tree like we have at home or here in the forest. She wore a 
beautiful, white wreath and looked at me so lovingly and said, ‘Re- 
member my words, Jaros, and tell them to father. I was on my way 
to our Lord and He came to meet me; now I can always stay with 
Him. Go, be of good cheer, you have a mission to fulfill.’ And then 
all at once she was gone.” 

Boleslaw made no reply; he stood absorbed in thought, not even 
hearing the tramp of horses’ feet, which resounded plainly through the 
forest. But Jaros heard it. 

“‘That’s Gregory!” shouted the boy exultingly, “‘he promised 
us to follow, if he could sell the oxen quickly. I was not allowed to 
tell you before.” 

“Gregory !” What a consolation if it were he. Boleslaw gave a 
deep sigh. The hoof-beats came nearer. Truly! it was the favorite 
song of his eldest son, that the wind now wafted flatteringly to his ear. 

“Stay here,” he said to the child, “‘take something to eat from 
the basket, and get some breakfast ready for Gregory, too.” 

“‘Where does Michaela stay so long?” asked Jaros, obeying 
reluctantly. 

““She is sleeping outside,” replied Boleslaw sadly, and with bowed 
head went to meet his other son to break the bitter, cruel news to him. 
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PART II. 
oe 
Captain Ruediger and His Wife. 


““How long is this storm going to last?” said Captain Ruediger 
impatiently to himself, looking upiat the high, narrow church-windows 
against which the rain and hail were dashing. He could not remem- 
ber having ever experienced such a storm this time of the year. 
There was no help for it, he would have to stay here until the witches’ 
dance out there was over, and be glad that he had found shelter in 
this church. His eyes roamed about, studying the architecture of 
the gothic edifice, the arrangement of the arches and pillars, and 
finally rested on a side altar, dedicated to the Sacred Heart, where a 
young woman knelt in devout prayer. 

‘Waiting here is not tedious for her,” thought the captain, “‘I 
wonder what my wife is praying for so earnestly? I can’t understand. 
We are not in want; we love each other, are in good health, have 
plenty of money, and two nice, bright children besides. Why should 
she pray so often? Certainly not for my conversion! A man who 
makes his Easter duty and goes to Mass every Sunday, is certainly a 
good man, and a rather rare ideal nowadays. Women, with their 
infinitely deep sentiments, with their need for external demonstrations, 
are really always unfathomable. There is certainly no need to be 
over-pious!...” 

‘You Have a Mission to Fulfill.” 


The involuntary church-visitor would probably have still longer 
philosophized at the expense of the devout sex, had his attention not 
suddenly been diverted by heavy steps, made by clumsy, thick-soled 
shoes. From the dark background where the confessionals were 
stationed, three figures emerged: an old man, a youth, and a child. 
They wore the garb of Ruthenian peasants, and there was something 
of weariness and sadness about their appearance. Behind them 
walked a priest wearing a violet stole, who directed them to the altar- 
rail, and then disappeared in the sacristy. Soon afterwards a little 
acolyte came out, and lit the candles on the altar. Captain Ruediger 
looked around curiously at the strangers, wondering how they could 
have fasted so long, as it was about five o’clock in the afternoon. 
The priest, with white stole and surplice, appeared again, and admin- 
istered Holy Communion to the peasants, who received the body of 
the Lord with every mark of profound recollection. 

The captain was surprised to see the priest distribute Holy Com- 
munion at so late an hour, and still more at the extraordinary devo- 
tion of those who received. With hands folded and eyes cast down, 
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the sheep-skin over their shoulders, they returned to their places. 
Flashes of lightning in quick succession illumined the sharp out- 
line of the bowed, interesting faces. “‘A picture of the catacombs,” 
thought the captain, who was susceptible to everything beautiful. 
But it was more than artistic taste that now moved him, more than 
mere interest in the psyche of these peculiar people. Something 
spiritual, impalpable, and yet so powerful touched him, as they pass- 
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ed by. At the same instant, sharp, clear light shot into his soul, as 
speedily as the lightning that illumined the figures of the Ruthenians. 
It gave him no rest, he stepped hurriedly into the sacristy where he 
found the priest saying his office. 

““Vour Reverence! a question.” 

“‘With pleasure, Captain.” 

“‘T did not know that it was permitted to receive Communion so 
late in the day. I thought it was only allowed in the forenoon.” 

“‘Pardon, Captain, but it does not depend on the time of the day, 
if but the prescribed fast is observed.” 

“Then these people are still fasting ?” 

“‘Not that only, but they have been on the way three days, and 
passed through the Carpathian forest in order to be able to receive 
the sacraments.” 

“Do you know them ?” 

The priest nodded. ‘““They are Ruthenians from the Ukraine 
region. They usually come here about three times a year to perform 
their devotions. The little boy came today the first time; formerly 
an older sister accompanied them, but yesterday the poor child was 
attacked by a bear and killed.” 

“‘And the two men did not come to her assistance?” interrupted 
the captain excitedly. 

“The old man was alone with the little boy, and both were fast 
asleep. The youth had started on the journey a day later, and did 
not overtake them until after the sad occurrence.” 

“‘A tragical story,” murmured Captain Ruediger, thanked the 
priest for the informatiom, and returned thoughtfully to his place. 


In Deep Reflection. 


There they still knelt in their humble fervor, they who had brought 
such great sacrifices in so simple, self-evident a manner. Had any- 
one praised them, they would not have understood it. Could any 
journey be too wearisome for Him Who gave Himself entirely with 
Godhead and manhood? And even though this journey led one of 
them to death, still it was not too much for Him Who instituted His 
Sacrament in the night when He was betrayed, on the eve of Calvary. 

All this was expressed by the three figures kneeling in the mys- 
terious darkness of the old gothic church, while outside the wind was 
lashing the last torrent of rain. The Captain placed his hand on his 
forehead like a person awaking from a deep sleep. Either, Christ, 
the Son of God is present. in the mystery of the Eucharist or — not. 
And Heis...! Since childhood, Alfred of Ruediger had believed this. 
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But if it was no delusion, if it was a living reality, then these people 
who came sucha distance, had not done too much. But what about 
those who living right near the church, who for years considered it 
too great a sacrifice to give up an hour’s sleep, or postpone their break- 
fast a little longer in order to receive the visit from the Son of God! 

A hot sensation of ignominy drove the captain’s blood to his 
temples. His gaze searched for the little door that was locked, behind 
which, dwelt He, Whom he had treated in so contemptible a manner. 
His straightforward, upright nature passed sentence upon himself: 
clear, logic, unsparingly, irrevocably. 

He glanced over at his wife still kneeling at the Sacred Heart 
altar, and no longer asked himself what she was praying for. What 
he but now understood, she had long ago comprehended. She desired 
to be wholly one with her Lord, and she had sometimes emphasized 
this expression so much that it provoked him. Yes, there was a union 
of hearts surpassing that known to him, a union ascending even to 
God, and uniting souls in Him and through Him. 

The storm had ceased. As the Ruthenians arose to leave the 
church, the captain stopped them at the door, and kindly asked them 
to come to his house for dinner. With a few words of thanks they 
accepted the invitation. The Slavonian is accustomed to being hos- 
pitable, and is not surprised when hospitality is offered to him. But 
Lady Ruediger was astonished to see her husband treat these simple 
folks with a politeness almost reverent. 

“Tt never knew that you could speak the Ruthenian language, 
Alfred,” she whispered taking his arm. 

“Did I never tell you that before our marriage I had been on 
garrison duty for a time at Czernowitz?” Then he again spoke to 
Boleslaw who with simple dignity walked at his side, unconcerned 
about the passers-by, whose astonished looks went back and forth 
from him and his sons to the stately officer and his wife. 


“God Can Compensate 
a Father’s Heart Even for What is Most Bitter.”’ 


When Captain Ruediger said a few words of compassion to Boles- 
law regarding Michaela’s death, he replied, ‘‘It was a great trial, sir, 
harder than the death of my wife. But God can compensate a father’s 
heart even for what is most bitter.” 

The calm composure, the noble manner of expression, the bright 
look that accompanied these words, had about them something over- 
powering. Scarcely ever in his life had Ruediger felt so sympathet- 
ically effected. ‘“These are people,” he thought, ‘“‘who penetrate 
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into the innermost apartments of His Majesty.” After a while Boles- 
law continued: 

“Gregory and Jaros covered my daughter over and over with 
flowers after we had carried her into the grotto, and God presented her 
with a white wreath. She was a pure angel.” 

It was a quiet, festive meal, with which the pilgrims refreshed 
themselves at the captain’s house. So much splendor, such a variety 
of dishes they had never before seen. Boleslaw and Gregory, though 
still depressed, accepted the attentions of their hosts with friendliness, 
while Jaros’ natural cheerfulness soon became manifest again. Lady 
Ruediger experienced the same mysterious attraction for her guests 
as did her husband. When she found they intended to have a Mass 
said the next morning for Michaela and to receive Communion again, 
she offered them a lodging. A grateful look from her husband com- 
pensated her for her charity. 


‘Did You Never Think That I Am a Miserable Wretch ?”’ 


It was late and the Ruthenians had gone to rest. Alfred placed 
both his hands on his wife’s shoulder, gazed earnestly into her face 
and said, “‘Did you never think, Mathilda, that I am a miserable 
wretch ?” 

“‘But Alfred,” she stammered frightened, ‘“‘you are the best of 
husbands, the kindest of fathers, and such a brave champion in the 
service of His Majesty.” 

““Of the earthly one, yes...” was the half suppressed reply. 

She looked at him amazed. What did he mean? Should he 
really have an idea what had been weighing on her mind these ten, 
long years? Her handsome countenance grew slightly pale. 

‘‘Fear nothing!” he said quickly, “‘I have no disgraceful accu- 
sation to make; I am just as you know me, but, alas, not a bit better.” 
And with an earnestness, an emphasis that gradually drove all the color 
from her face, he continued: 

“‘Have you never thought that in the eyes of God I am a wretch ?” 
His voice was choked for a moment, and his lips twitched. ‘‘Have 
I not treated Him worse than a man, who, having even a little regard 
for social formalities, would treat his inferiors ?” 

The handsome, young woman cast down her eyes to hide the tears 
that were glistening on the lashes. 

“Mathilda,” he continued in a deep trembling voice, ‘‘I should 
like to kneel at the altar-rail tomorrow with you and these peasants.” 

This was too much happiness. Sobbing aloud, she let her head 
droop on his shoulder. 
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“‘O Alfred, so happy I have never been, even on the day we were 
married,” she whispered. The flush on her cheeks, the sparkling fire 
of her eyes expressed a great deal more than her words. As she thus 
stood in the bright lamplight, with the dainty garment that encompassed 
her tender, almost girlish figure, transfigured by purest joy, — a long- 
ing overcame him to participate in the life that she led and to have 
relish for the things that delighted her soul. He felt that it was no 
passing sentiment that moved him, no enthusiasm that would again 
cool down, but that he had placed a land-mark in the field of his life. 

The following day, a tall, stately officer knelt at the holy table; 
on one side a lady’s white garment touched his uniform, and on the 
other, a sheepskin, hanging over the shoulders of the shepherd. 

When the peasants took their departure, the captain and his wife 
shook hands with them as heartily as though they had been life-long 
friends and benefactors. Then the simple country folks went their 
way, with their deep sorrow, and with their great happiness, little 
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suspecting what they had wrought in a human heart. He had a 
mission to fulfill and it was well done. 

Will not some one or other who reads this real occurrence have 
to say to himself like Captain Ruediger: “‘I, too, am a miserable wretch 
towards my Eucharistic God. It shall not continue so: there must 
be a change.” 


< ) 


Some Characteristic Traits of Pius X. 





The appointment of Mgr. Cavallari, pastor of the parish of Cas- 
tello, Venice, as pro-Vicar General of the patriarchate of Venice, 
brought out a characteristic trait of Pius X. After the appointment 
was decided upon, the Pontiff dispatched to the Monseigneur to come 
at once to Rome. Having arrived, the pastor repaired to the vati- 
can, and was received by the Pope. In midst of the conversation, 
the Holy Father suddenly said, ‘‘Next Sunday I will have you con- 
secrated bishop.” The good priest rose to his feet and stammered, 
“But, Holy Father, I am not at all prepared, and besides I have only 
my cassock with me!” 

‘'Do not trouble yourself about that, I will attend to what you 
need.” He rang for his chamberlain, Mgr. Bisleti, and gave him the 
following orders: “‘Have the bishop’s robes made for the Rev. pas- 
tor, attend to the expenses of the reception and consecration, and 
bring me the bill.” 

While pastor of Castello, Mgr. Cavallari drew a salary of 100 
lire per month, and from this he gave support to many poor people. 
His charity and other virtues were well known to Pius X., who sought 
out this excellent man from his seclusion, to be the administrator of 
the Pope’s archdiocese of Venice. 

Another incident characterizes his kindness. The laborers of 
the vatican printing department must often pass through the art-gal- 
lery. When Leo XIII. passed through the gardens, no one was per- 
mitted to meet him on his walks. Pius X. did away with this regula- 
tion, and is even pleased to chat on his way with the employees of 
the vatican. As he was recently passing through the gallery, a young 
apprentice who was just coming along, knelt at his feet to kiss his 
ting." The Pope inquired about his occupation and family, and 
finally said, ““Tomorrow you will visit me and tell me about your 
parents.” When the director of the department heard of the boldness 
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of his apprentice, he reproved him and as a punishment sent him 
home for a week. 

Next day, as the boy did not appear, the Holy Father made 
inquiries as to the reason, and was told that the boy was sick and had 
been sent home for a few days. ‘““The illness seems suspicious,” he 
said, ‘‘send for the little fellow, I wish to see him.” The director 
strictly commanded the boy to tell His Holiness that he was sick, and 
not to betray him, threatening if he did so, to send him away. The 
boy was then taken to the Pope, and asked, ‘“Why did you not come 
as I told you?” ‘‘Holy Father, I was sick.” ‘““Why do you tell a lie 
to the Pope? that is bad; now tell methe truth.” Thereupon the little 
fellow knelt down and weeping, told what had happened. The Pope 
raised him up, consoled him and said, “Go to your work again, 
mio caro, and say that the Pope wills it so.” At the same time he 
presented him with fifty lire for his father, and sent word to the di- 
rector to treat his employees better in the future, and if he were not 
kind to the child, he himself would be dismissed. 
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Rosaries in Fine Imitation Cut Stone. 


On Rolled Gold Chain. 


Mother of Pearl Beads, 15 in. Roman Finish, $1.00 
Crystal, Sapphire and Rosestone Rosaries, Roman Finish, length 
15 in., 5 year guarantee, $1.00 


Amethyst, Garnet and Jet, large beads, suitable for elderly 
persons, Roman Finish, length 19 in., 5 year guarantee, $1.50 


Sapphire, Crystal, Opal, Amethyst, Garnet and Jet, Bright 
Finish, length 15 in., 10 year guarantee, $1.75 


Mother of Pearl Beads, Bright Finish, length 19 in., 10 year 
guarantee, $2.00 


Jet, Garnet, Amethyst and Sapphire, length 15 in., 20 year 

guarantee, $2.50 

Well-chained cocoa rosaries, small beads, with and without 
chain between each bead, at 25 cts. Medium size 40 and 50 cts. 
Large beads 60 cts. Small black rosaries for children 10 cts. 

Small crucifixes 30,40 and 50 cts. Hanging crucifixes, 7 in. 
in length 60 cts.; 11 in. $1.00 

All the rosaries, if paid for in advance, will be enriched with the Domini- 


can, Crosier, and Papal indulgences, and the ‘crosses inlaid with wood, with 
the indulgences of the Stations, and the indulgence for the dying. 
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The International Eucharistic Congress of Vienna. 


HE secular press and the great daily newspapers had, of course, 
but meagre reports to give of the International Congress held 
Sept. 11—15, 1912, at Vienna, Austria; and yet this gigantic 
Congress with its magnificent procession, was a religious 

demonstration so sublime, that its equal has likely not been witnessed 
for centuries. Such splendor, such enthusiasm, such participation of 
the various nations, despite the rain and the inclemency of the weath- 
er, probably no Corpus Christi procession has ever displayed. Grand 
and elevating were the Eucharistic Congresses of Cologne, London, 

Montreal and Madrid, still they cannot be compared to that of Vi- 
enna. So distinguished and numerous a gathering of so many noble 
and eminent men, so grand a procession, could only take place in a 
Catholic empire, only in the Catholic imperial city of Vienna, where 
the royal family, Vienna and all the Austrian countries, are faithfully 

devoted to the Mystery of the most Holy Eucharist. During these 
festal days one could, therefore, again and again hear the words 
repeated: Eucharistia— Austria vita! ‘““The Eucharist — Austria’s 
life !” 

What joy would it have been for the Holy Father had he been 
able to preside at this International Eucharistic Congress. But, alas, 
there is no longer any possibility for him so doing. The Pope, there- 
fore, sent Cardinal van Rossum as his representative, to preside at 
the Congress, and to carry the Blessed Sacrament in the procession. 
His Majesty, Emperor Francis Joseph, sent his own imperial train to 
Rome for the Papal Legate, and upon his arrival at Vienna conferred 
on him the badge of the highest distinction. 

Cardinal van Rossum expressed himself as follows regarding his 
trip to the Congress: ‘‘O it was all so beautiful and magnificent. 
From the boundary of Austria to Vienna, everywhere at the stations, 
crowds of people stood ready to welcome and greet the Holy Fa- 
ther’s representative. Everywhere along the route, the faithful sank 
on their knees and received the Papal blessing, which I always gladly 
imparted anew. ‘The journey, the reception, the rejoicing, every- 
thing proved to me the sentiments of the Austrian people. I cannot 
express what joy I experienced in it all. May the blessing of the 
Almighty ever rest on the Austrian nation.” 

It is impossible to describe in a few words, how, during the days 
of the Eucharistic Congress, September 11—15, the cathedrals, the 
churches and chapels were thronged with faithful; with what zeal the 
people received Holy Communion in all the churches of Vienna, how 

















The Cardinal Legate through the Streets of Vienna. - 


large the attendance was at the Eucharistic devotions and sermons 
that took place mornings and evenings, when most eloquent speakers 
announced the praises of the Holy Eucharist. 

The climax of the ecclesiastical celebration aside from the pro- 
cession was the Pontifical Mass on Sunday morning at St. Stephan’s 
cathedral. Ten cardinals, 200 prelates in mitre and cope bearing 
their crosiers, thousands of priests, and ten thousands of the faithful 
filled the cathedral to overflowing. For other thousands there was 
no more room. Whocould count the multitudes of devout souls who 
participated in the general Communion at the various churches on 
Sunday. The emperor with the royal household, received Holy 
Communion in the imperial chapel, and afterwards personally took 
part in the procession. 

The Great Procession. 


The procession took place in spite of the pouring rain; and the 
circumstance that it nevertheless turned out so glorious, makes it all 
the more beautiful and sacred. If hundreds of thousands of persons, 
though wet and chilled, kept up a happy festive mood, and persevered 
for six or seven hours in maintaining excellent order, such personal 
sacrifices are sufficient proof how dear our Lord in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment is to the Austrian nation. 

If the Papal Legate with burning enthusiasm called out to the 
immense gathering, into the city of millions, into the Austrian coun- 
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tries: ‘“Behold Austria, behold Vienna, how the nations come to 
you, your Savior, your Life comes to you, arise, and say with St. 
Peter: Lord, Thou hast words of eternal life, we have believed and 
have known that Thou art Christ the Son of God! then the more 
than hundred thousand-fold participation in this great world’s pro- 
cession gives the answer: ‘Yes, Thou art in the most Holy Euch- 
arist, Christ, the Son of the living God!’ ” 

This International Eucharistic procession of Vienna was the 
greatest ever witnessed. More than 6,000 priests in rank and file 
took part in it. And if the other priests who were divided among 
the crowds of people and the societies were counted, their number 
would aggregate 10,000 or 12,000. What a multitude of servants of 
God, confessors of Christ! The secular and regular clergy were 
represented, youthful priests but recently ordained, aged ones who 
had grown old in the service of God, and who, in spite of rain and 
cold, did not for a moment hesitate to take part in the procession 
with heads bared. How earnest and solemn sounded the massive 
choir of the Lord’s anointed in the psalms and hymns and rosary 
prayer. 

The line of priests was followed by forty cardinals and arch- 
bishops, and nearly two hundred bishops and abbots. The entire 
procession aside from the clergy consisted of three divisions. 

The first division numbered 41,129 men; the second, 26,729 
men; the third, 16,800 men; the clergy, 10,000; officials and officers, 














6,300; ora grand total of to0o,ooo0. More than 50,000 had taken 
their stand at the Heldenplace on the Ring, at the Maria Theresa- 
place, which brought the number of those who took part in the pro- 
cession to 150,000. And if those are included who looked on, and 
gave expression of their faith in the most Blessed Sacrament the 
number would swell to 300,000. 


The Sanetissimum in the Pageant Coach. 


After the Pontifical Mass in St. Stephen’s cathedral, the most 
Blessed Sacrament was taken beneath the canopy to the exquisite 
glass coach prepared for It. Cardinal Nagl and Cardinal Leygate 
van Rossum entered the Blessed Sacrament coach, which being richly 
adorned with gold and silver, doubtless was the most magnificent 
ornament in the procession. The golden monstrance, studded with 
diamonds, reposed on a white silken cushion, and both cardinals 
knelt before it. Priests carrying lighted candles and glowing censers, 
walked on either side. 

The emperor, the crown-prince, the imperial court and all the 
distinguished persons of the empire, reverently followed the sacred 
host. The aged emperor, regardless of the pouring rain, himself de- 
sired to take part in the procession, in order to honor the Blessed 
Sacrament and confess his faith before all the people. The Blessed 
Sacrament coach, followed by the emperor and the crown-prince, 
was driven around the Heldenplace, and Benediction was given con- 
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tinuously. The enthusiasm of the crowds was inexpressible. Over- 
come with joy and emotion at seeing the faith of the masses, the 
noble emperor could not refrain his tears, and felt happy to have been 
able to accompany the Blessed Sacrament. 

On account of the strong wind and rain, Mass could not be cel- 
ebrated at the Heldenplace as had been planned. It was therefore 
said by the Papal Legate in the royal chapel. After services the 
Sanctissimum was reposed, and thus the memorable procession ended. 
After joining in the people’s inspiring hymn “‘Holy God we praise 
Thy name’, the multitudes slowly dispersed. 

Let us rejoice that in our days, so grand a public veneration 
has been given to our humble and hidden Eucharistic God. Praised 
and adored be without end, Jesus Christ in the most Blessed Sacra- 
ment! Oh, how the enemies of Christ gnashed their teeth in these 
days of triumph of the Eucharistic God! 


So 


O Eternity! 





A young man in London had accidently been locked up ina 
vault. His betrothed who had died, was placed into the vault, and 
he, overcome with excessive grief had fainted away, and without 
being noticed, was locked in. The noise of the vehicles, the steps of 
the mourners had long died away before he regained consciousness. 
He raised himself up and stared into the impenetrable darkness. 
Gradualiy, the terrible realization dawned upon him that he had been 
forgotten in a tomb, locked up, far from every human habitation. 

He groped around, but everywhere came in contact with damp 
walls. Fortunately he had some matches and a stump of a wax-candle. 
This he lit, and so found his way to the door, which was made of 
thick planks. He, blew out the candle again, as the thought occurred 
to him that until he should be missed and searched for, he might be 
able to nourish himself with the wax, and hoped in this way to keep 
from starvation for a few days. But how long a time had he already 
been imprisoned? He supposed it must be evening. He felt faint. 
He bit off a fourth part of the candle, swallowed it and sat down on 
the steps. 

Mechanically he put his hand into his pocket. Ah, a knife! It 
had but three weak blades, but if used carefully, he might be able to 
cuta hole through the door. Trembling, he began with the first blade, 
but cut off mere fibres; he continued his work unwearied and ever 
more industrious — when the blade broke. He was frightened and 
wiped the cold perspiration from his brow. Then herisked the second 
blade. At last he had bored a hole as large as the end of his finger — 
when this blade broke also. Fora few moments he sat down to quiet 
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his throbbing heart. It seemed that he had worked already many 
hours, and the blood dripped from his fingers where he had cut him- 
self. By this time, he thought, it must be morning. 

He became more calm, and once more set to work with the last 
blade. Carefully and slowly he proceeded. Soon, he hoped, a hole 
would be bored through the door, so that he could be heard if he 
called. All at once the third blade snapped off. The wood was cut 
through, but back of it was an iron sheet, which broke the blade. 

For a long time he stood in rigid horror and despair, encompassed 
by total darkness. He felt weak and hungry, and according to his 
opinion twenty-four hours must by this time have elapsed. He bit 
off another portion of the candle-stump, and to keep awake, walked 
around. But weariness overpowered him, he resisted and walked fas- 
ter, the perspiration the while pouring from his forehead. His mind 
became confused, when — hark, —steps were approaching! His chest 
threatened to burst in feverish expectation — the door opened, bright 
sunlight poured in — he fell into his father’s arms, and swooned away. 
All his life-long, the traces of this frightful condition were left on his 
mind and countenance. And how long a time had he been imprisoned ? 
Not two days and a night, but an hour and fifteen minutes. — O eter- 
nity, how long dost thou last! A moment only lasts the pleasure which 
leads to eternal woe: a moment only last sorrow, and sacrifice which 
bring eternal joy and bliss. 


To those who would like to have a prayer-book, small size, with 
simple, delightful prayers and a number of edifying devotions, we 
could most heartily recommend the prayer-books ‘‘Golden Links” 
and “‘Joy in God”. “‘Golden Links” is well fit for the use of children 
and grown people, whilst ‘“‘Joy in God” is just the thing for young 
ladies and young men. 

Any one who uses these books will be delighted. The regular 
price, in Morocco binding and gilt edge is $0.75, but we sell them for 
the next two months for only $0.60, in order to circulate far and wide 
these beautiful little books. The regular price, calf binding is $1.50, 
but we shall send them to any address for but $1.00, during these com- 
ing two months. Celluloid for first communicants only $1.25, with 
a most beautiful picture on cover. 

This is, therefore, a splendid opportunity to get a beautiful prayer 
book at a very low price. 





THE BURNS NATIONAL BANK 


St. Joseph, Mo. 
United States Depository 
Capital and Surplus $270,000 


A thoroughly modern organization, which endeavors to 
maintain the highest state of efficiency in every department 








_—er wo 


rer  ¢ 











SOME GOOD BOOKS 


Suitable for Christmas and New Years Presents. 


FATHER PAUL OF MOLL. A 00k which will be 
read with unflagging in- 


terest. Cloth binding, gilt title, five illustrations. $1.00 postpaid. 





INSPIRING WORDS. By the Blessed Cure of Ars. Just 
the book you would like to place 


in the hands of young people. 25 cents postpaid. In German 30 cents. 





CONSOLING REVELATIONS, This is, indeed, a rare 


book, abounding in 
sweet and salutary thoughts, and will help many a one to bear the 
burden of life with greater courage and resignation. 35 cents post- 
paid. German edition 30 cents. 





The following booklets can be had in English and in German 
and will be sent post paid: 

Conformity to the Will of God, 5 cents. 

Magnificence of the Love of God, 5 cents. 

Frequent and Daily Communion, 5 cents. 

Assist the Souls in Purgatory, 5 cents. 

Devotion to the Precious Blood, 2 copies 5 cents. 

Message of the Sacred Heart, 2 copies 5 cents. 

Holy Water in the Christian Home, 2 copies 5 cents. 

If Thou Canst Believe, 2 copies 5 cents. 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus, in English only, 
per copy 10 cents. 


We shall send these nine booklets for 35 cents; also larger 
quantities of one kind at reduced price. 
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